XI

" ARCHER," said Mrs. Flanders with that tender-
ness which mothers so often display towards their
eldest sons, " will be at Gibraltar to-morrow."

The post for which she was waiting (strolling
up Dods Hill while the random church bells
swung a hymn tune about her head, the clock
striking four straight through the circling notes;
the grass purpling under a storm-cloud; and
the two dozen houses of the village cower-
ing, infinitely humble, in company under a
leaf of shadow), the post, with all its variety
of .messages, envelopes addressed in bold hands,
in slanting hands, stamped now with English
stamps, again with Colonial stamps, or sometimes
hastily dabbed with a yellow bar, the post was
about to scatter a myriad messages over the world.
Whether we gain or not by this habit of profuse
communication it is not for us to say, But that
letter-writing is practised mendaciously nowadays,
particularly by young men travelling in foreign

parts, seems likely enough.
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